And There Was Only One Bed 


Author: AFieldWithoutAName 

Bands: Alice in Chains, Pearl Jam 
Characters: Jerry Cantrell, Stone Gossard 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Oct 18 2020 16:48:55 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 
I'm going to keep these chapters relatively short. This shouldn't be a grand, epic tale. Just some fluff about 


musicians in quaranti ne. 


It was supposed to be just a quick press junket. The band didn't like to do regular interviews anymore, opting 
for smaller, more intimate, unique Q and A sessions. This time, they planned a special experience for select 
fans. They opened a contest on the Ten Club website for fans to register for the chance to win an opportunity 
to interview a band member. Each member would hit a handful of cities and sit down over lunch with the 
winners. They would pepper in a few canned questions about the album, but fans could ask any questions they 
wanted (within reason). And they wouldn't know which band member they were interviewing until selected 


member sat before them. 


It was Mike's idea and Stone hated it but he sucked it up. Besides, Europe was nice in the spring. And Jeff drew 
the American east coast so Stone took comfort in knowing he got a better itinerary. The last stop on Stone's 
mini-tour of Europe was Paris. The fan spoke exclusively in French and Stone impressed everyone in the room 


by replying in broken but intelligible French. He was answering the last question, one about how many cats he 


had, when he noticed a lot of hushed whispering taking place around him. 


After the interview concluded and Stone thanked the fan and took a few selfies with her, one of the handlers 
approached him. 


"Um, we received word that all flights have been grounded. We need to get you back to the hotel immediately.” 


"What? Why?" he asked even as he allowed himself to be guided out the door of the cafe and into the waiting 


van, 
"The country has gone into lockdown There is a mandatory curfew tonight at eight PM" 

"Because of the virus?" Stone was bewildered, When he left the states, the outbreak seemed confined to China 
ve 

"For how long?" 

"At least two weeks” 

"Two weeks?!" 

"Im afraid so” 

"What about the rest of the band? Where are they?" 


"Ed and Matt are home. Mike is in Rio de Janeiro. They don't seem to have any issues there so it looks like 
he'll be able to go home. And Jeff is in Columbia, South Carolina" 


That made Stone grin. At least he's stuck in Paris, the city of lights. Not the armpit of the American South, 
like Jeff. 


Stone was alone in his hotel room, calling and texting everyone he knew when there was a knock on his door. 
"Hang on, Mike. Someone's at the door." He held his phone in one hand and looked through the peephole. There 
was one of the stewards waiting for him to open up. 

The steward looked nervous, immediately apologizing. Stone only caught every other word as the poor kid 
anxiously explained. Another American, also a musician, needed to stay with him. The hotel was overbooked now 
with the lockdown. 


Stone could feel his heart start to beat faster. Share his room with someone? God, no. Why? 


Jerry stepped into view. He grinned at Stone. "Fancy meeting you here." He didn't wait for any further 


explanation but pushed past Stone, into his room. "Thanks, pall" 


Stone was relieved to see a familiar face. He tipped the steward and closed the door. He turned to see Jerry 


pushed his suitcase into a corner and looked around. 
"Tiny room." 

| was only going to be here for one night” 

"Now, we're stuck for two weeks." 

Stone nodded. "I'm glad the stuck me with you, though." 
"Yeah. Same here." 

"What are you even doing here?" 

"A few shows for the new record." 


Stone frowned. He didn't even hear about a new Alice In Chains record. "Didn't you guys just do one a couple 


years ago?" 
"The band did. This is my own" 

"Oh!" Stone sat down in the desk chair. "Shit. | didn't know. Let me hear it" 
"How about you fucking buy it?" Jerry laughed. 


Stone gave his friend a playful eye roll but pulled up his Apple Music app and purchased the album. He took 
out his beat-up, old earbuds, taking five minutes to untangle the wire, and put them in. 


"Now? You're gonna listen to it now?" 
"Nothing better to do." 
Jerry seemed nervous. "Then I'm gonna go take a shower. A long shower." 


With a grin, Stone replied, "Suit yourself” He hit play on the first song. 


Two 


Stone listened to each song, sometimes stopping the playback and starting over. He moved from the chair to 
the bed to the open window. Jerry's songs were masterpieces to Stone. Each one was better than the last. The 
tender, earnest lyrics with Jerry's famous wordplay and the intense guitar tone that balanced the delicate, 
heartfelt words told Stone that these songs could only be written by Jerry. They were prime examples of a 
signature that only the other man could write. It all added up to a precious, privileged glimpse into his friend's 


soul. 


He was done listening and now sat quietly, reflecting on what he had heard when Stone noticed the shower had 
stopped. Jerry wasn't kidding. His shower lasted almost an hour. 


Jerry emerged from the bathroom in just a towel knotted around his waist. His damp hair hung limply around 
his shoulders. Stone averted his gaze while Jerry lifted his bag onto the bed and opened it. That's when it hit 
him. Stone groaned quietly and rubbed his hand over his face. 

Jerry glanced at him as he wiggled into a pair of white boxer briefs and dropped the towel. "That bad, huh?" 

"What? No, just." 

Now, Jerry turned to face him. "Just what?" 

"No, the album is amazing. Really. You should be super proud of it" 

"But?" 

"Well," Stone put his phone down on the desk. "I just realized there's only the one bed" 


Jerry laughed and looked down at the bed. It seemed as though he just realized it, too. "Don't worry, Gossard. 


Your virtue is safe with me." 

Stone bristled. "What the hell does that mean? What virtue?" he blurted out before he could stop himself. 
Jerry laughed some more. "Okay, then" He put his suitcase down, not bothering to put any more clothes on, 
and then stretched out on the bed, pick up the TV remote control. Stone took note of just how much of the 


queen-sized bed Jerry's large frame occupied. 


As Jerry flipped through the French TV channels, he asked, "So, we're really supposed to stay in this room for 


two whole weeks?" 


"Looks that way." 


"What if you're already infected?" 


"What if you are?" Stone shot back Then he sighed and took his glasses off. He rubbed his eyes and pinched 
the bridge of his nose. 


"Shouldn't touch your face." 

He grumbled and went back to looking at his phone. Stone paid no attention to Jerry but looked up, into the 
mirror above the desk when heard Jerry speak again. Stone gasped softly and looked back down at his phone 
when he realized Jerry had his hand down his shorts. 

"Yeah, gonna be stuck in Paris for two weeks. | guess we'll have to reschedule London and Dublin | don't wanna 
cancel just yet. See if we can get them in come fall. Oh, and guess who my roommate is. You'll never guess." 
Jerry laughed. "It's Stoney. | know. Thank fucking god, right? Okay. I'll check in again in a couple days. Wash your 


hands!" Jerry ended his call. "Susan said hi." 


Stone smiled through the mirror. Two weeks of Jerry's obnoxiousness. He wasn't sure he could do it. "Um, 


Jer?" 

"What's up?" 

"Maybe we should ..| don't know ..make some rules or something?" 
"Rules?" 


"Well, yeah. | mean, you said it, yourself. This is a tiny room. We can't leave these four walls for two weeks. 


We're gonna drive each other crazy." 
"You mean I'm gonna drive you crazy." 
Stone didn't answer. 

"Come on. It'll be fun. We'll have fun" 


"How? Jerry, two weeks," he said slowly as if that would make the other man understand his apprehension 


"Two weeks stuck in this room together." 


"They have to let us out sometime. How are we going to eat?" Jerry still hadn't removed his hand from his 


shorts. 


Now, Stone found himself staring. "I don't know." And at the mere suggestion of eating, he realized he hadn't 


eaten in hours. He turned and picked up his book. 


"What are ya reading?" 


"Huh?" It was a stall tactic. A subtle message that said he was done paying attention to Jerry. It wasn't that 
Stone disliked Jerry. After all, they knew each other for over thirty years. It was just that Jerry had clearly 


decided to ignore the gravity of the situation and act like this was going to be some fun sleepover. 


Three 


"What are you reading?" 


‘Oh. Uh, just „just a book | picked up for this quick trip." He could sense Jerry moving but refused to turn and 
look And then the half-naked blonde man was standing beside him. Stone flinched and leaned away. 


"What are you doing here, anyway?" 


"Oh, uh „just ..we had ... Well, ‘Cready had this brilliant idea to let fans interview us to promote the new album. 


We put our names in a hat. | drew Europe." 
"That's an interesting concept." 


"Yeah," Stone laughed. "I hate it. But Jeff Ament drew the eastern seaboard so I'm sure he hates it more. He 
got stuck in South Carolina." 


"Do you even have fans in South Carolina?" Jerry smirked. "So | could be here with McCready instead of you?" 
"Jerk" Stone rolled his eyes. 
Jerry bumped his shoulder with his hip and laughed. 


"The book is called The Mirage." He turned the book over to show Jerry the cover. "It's by a graphic novelist 
in Seattle named Matt Ruff. | met him at a thing. Thought I'd check it out" 


"Cool." Jerry lingered. His hand sat on Stone's shoulder. He was about to place his other hand on Stone's other 


shoulder when someone knocked on the door. 


Stone let out the breath he was holding when he sensed Jerry's next move. "I'll get it!" He jumped up from the 


chair. 

The steward returned. This time he was wearing a surgical mask and latex gloves. In his hurried, nervous 
French, he advised Stone that he would bring their meals and take their laundry. Then, with a grin, he also told 
him that they would be allowed to walk outside for one hour every day. 


It took Stone a minute to recall the correct words, but he slowly and semi-accurately asked the steward what 


kind of food he would bring. 
"Ne vous inquietez pas, monsieur. Notre cuisine est de premier ordre." 


That did almost nothing to assure Stone, but he smiled and tipped the boy again. 


"What'd he say? | caught cuisine.” 

"He said he'd bring us our meals and take our laundry. And the kitchen is first-rate." 

"Cool." 

"And we can take a walk outside for an hour a day." 

‘Oh, nice!" 

For some reason, Jerry's easy acceptance was really starting to unnerve Stone. He shot the other man a look" 
"What?" 

“Cool? Nice? We're in a prison" 


"Nah. You can't look at it like that. This is to keep us from getting sick and to keep others from getting sick if 


we have it. | mean its not ideal, but it ain't a prison. | been to prison" 

"What?!" 

Jerry's smile was sheepish. "Yeah. Once, a long time ago." 

"For what?" 

"We were being knuckleheads and got pulled over. We were drunk and when | got out of the car to walk the 
line, | puked on the cop and couldn't stop laughing about it. Layne laughed so hard, he pissed himself. So we got 
thrown in the clink” 


Stone cringed. "Oh." 


Jerry laughed again and Stone was starting to resent that Jerry seemed to find him so amusing. "I'm gonna 


find another roommate," he grumbled. 
That only made Jerry laugh harder. "Stoney, you gotta relax." 
"Like you?" 


"Sure. Like me. Go take a hot shower and then hang out with me. | think | got a deck of cards in my bag. We 


can play poker or something." 


"| don't want to play poker." 


"What do you want to do?" 


| want to read my book and forget -" he stopped himself before he hurt Jerry, but Stone wanted to say 
forget that Jerry was even there. The thing was he had no idea why, suddenly, he felt so strongly about this 


arrangement. 

"Oh. Okay,” 

Shit. He ended up hurting his friend's feelings, anyway. "Look, Jer. I'm sorry. I'm just thrown for a loop here." 
"No, | get it. It's cool." 

Stone sighed. He watched Jerry sit back on the bed and pick up the remote. He opened his book again and found 
his spot right about the time Jerry found a replay of a soccer match. They remained quiet for the next 
couple hours until the steward returned with a cart carrying two covered dishes, a few bagged snacks, and 
two liter bottles of sparkling water. 

Stone had the presence of mind to ask the boy's name this time. "Merci, Gabriel.” 

Under the cloches were hot sandwiches, steamed vegetables, and, to Stone's surprise, fresh-baked fruit tarts. 
The good dinner made him feel slightly less depressed about his situation He even suggested that game of 
cards to Jerry. 


"We could make it interesting,” the blonde replied, waggling his eyebrows. 


Stone almost choked on his tart. "What?" 


Four 


"How much money you got?" 


"Oh!" Stone laughed quietly, letting it trail off. "I, uh, not much." He took his wallet out of his back pocket. "Uh, 
two hundred Euros." 


Jerry took his wallet from the jeans he took off. "Me, too." 


He was almost broke when he started to yawn. It wasn't very late, just a little after nine. All the day's events 
must have caught up with Stone. He folded his hand and gave Jerry his last ten Euros. "I think it's time for me 
to go to bed." 


Jerry gave him back all of his money. "It was just for fun. Why don't you take a shower? You'll feel better." 
"Uh, yeah." Stone studied his friend's face. "I could, | guess. | could do that.” 


He took clean shorts and a t-shirt into the bathroom with him. Stone could have sworn that Jerry grinned as 
he watched him walking across the room, carrying his clean clothes with him. Well, excuse him if he didn't feel 


like prancing around the room naked. Wasn't it enough he agreed to share his bed with Jerry? 


Share his bed. With Jerry. A tiny bed that the other man clearly claimed as his own already. what with 
spreading out on it all afternoon He could do it, Stone thought as he lathered his hair. He'd probably wake up 
with Jerry sprawled on top of him but that was fine. More than fine, a little voice in his head told him. Stone 
grumbled. He hadn't thought about Jerry like that in thirty years. He was not going to start again now. Only, he 
did start. He started thinking it the second he was told Jerry would be his roommate. Stone realized his hand 


was wrapped around his awakening cock. He leaned against the shower tiles and sighed. He was doomed. 
Jerry had switched the TV channel to a British news broadcast. Stone stopped when he came out of the 
bathroom and watched for a moment. The news host was explaining how dire things were at the moment in 
Italy. 

"Jesus Christ," Jerry murmured. 

"Were you in Italy?" 

"No, we couldn't get into any of the theaters. | was going to come back in late summer." 

Stone stood frozen to the spot as he watched the horrors unfolding. When the program broke to a 


commercial, he hesitantly sat down on the bed. He glanced at Jerry's bare legs and feet. "I'm gonna read for a 


while, okay?" 


"Yeah, sure." 

He tried to read but when the news program returned, he found himself watching again. 

"This is some insane shit." 

"Yeah. It's bad" Stone agreed, unable to tear his gaze off the TV. 

"How the hell did it blow up like this?" 

Something in Jerry's tone gave him away. Stone finally looked at his friend. It seemed as though Jerry was 


finally understanding just how serious the situation was. "I don't know. It's just a really powerful germ, you 


know? Like people can resist a common cold germ or something but nobody can resist getting sick from this 


one. 
"Cause we haven't had it before." 
"Yeah, kind of" 
"Super germ” 


"Yeah," Stone murmured. He'd seen enough for now. He took off his glasses and set them on the bedside table 
and then opened his book. 


Jerry changed the channel again. "Oh, rice. Stoney, check it." 


He squinted at the television. "Can't see. What is it?" But Jerry didn't have to tell him. As soon as Stone heard 
the silly, bubbly theme music, he knew that Jerry had stumbled upon a rerun of the old Benny Hill show. He 


opted to continue reading. 

But Jerry laughed. And when Jerry laughed, everyone knew it. And the whole bed shook 

Stone's initial reaction was to snap at him but he bit his tongue. It was getting late. He was tired. If Jerry 
wanted to watch and laugh at a silly TV show, the least Stone could do was be a good sport about it. Besides, 
Jerry's laughter was funny. Stone couldn't help the quiet giggled that escaped his lips. He decided to put his 
book down and put his glasses back on and watch. He sat up, leaning back against the headboard, ignoring 
Jerry's glance. Together, they laughed at the utter stupidity and brilliance of the show until it was over. 
Jerry turned the TV off. "Ugh, my gut hurts." 


"It wasn't that funny,” Stone replied in a dry tone of voice even though he was wearing a deep grin 


It was the funniest shit I've seen today." 


"You have a point." He took his glasses off again and then turned his lamp off. Stone slid down and pulled the 
blankets up around his shoulder. He was on his side, curled up, with his back to Jerry. "Night, Jer." 


G'night, Stoney." 


And then there was silence. Darkness and silence. There wasn't even any street noise to drift up, into the open 
window. Stone expected to fall right to sleep. The stillness reminded him of his home on Lake Washington. 


"Stoney?" Jerry whispered. 


"What?" 


| hope they let us take a walk tomorrow." 


Five 


Stone realized that Jerry didn't just think of this as a fun sleepover after all. In his own way, he was just was 
concerned as Stone. He turned over to face Jerry, not surprised at all that the other man was already turned 


in his direction He could just make out Jerry's face in the faint light. "I hope we can take a walk, too." 


In a move that took Stone by surprise, Jerry pulled one hand out from under his pillow and touched Stone's 


upper arm. "| hope you don't snore." 
Stone chuckled. "| may. No-one's -" he stopped. 
"No-one's told you that you do?" 


"No. Um, | haven't had any uh, overnight guests in a while," he admitted. Why on earth did that just come out 
of his mouth? Stone was glad it was so dark because his cheeks were flaming hot. At least Jerry couldn't see 
how embarrassed he just made himself. 


"Oh." Jerry slowly drew his hand away. 
"Sorry" 
"What for?" 


"I don't know. | shouldn't have ..that was a stupid thing to say" He wanted to turn back over and just fall 
asleep, maybe forget for a while that Jerry was there at all. "Let's go to sleep, okay?" 


"Sure. Okay." 


Stone didn't turn over but he did close his eyes. After a few silent minutes, he could tell Jerry had drifted off 
by the way his breathing had taken on a soft, even rhythm. 


When he woke up, the first thing he saw was the clock on the table with its glowing green numbers. It told him 
it was 3:30 in the morning. Then Stone felt the weight on top of him. Jerry's arm was curled around his hip. 
Long hair tickled his cheek. Jerry was spooning him and had his face tucked into Stone's neck He stiffened and 
held his breath. How did he sleep through this? Why didn't he wake up when Jerry wrapped himself around 
him? It was his bladder that had woken him. Somehow, Stone had to extricate himself from the other man's 


hold. 


He took a breath and held it in while he squirmed toward the edge of the mattress. If he could just slide out 
from under Jerry's arm, Stone was sure he wouldn't wake the other man. He inched his legs to the edge and 
let his feet find the carpet. Then Stone started to wiggle his hips, creeping closer to the side of the bed. He 
froze when Jerry wheezed and clutched him tighter. The last thing he wanted to do was wake Jerry and have 


to face the awkwardness of Jerry discovering he had Stone wrapped up in his arms. 


"Shit," Stone whispered and tried again. He tried slithering out from under Jerry again. His legs were free and 
his arms were free so he wiggled his hips again and swallowed down a gasp when he felt it against his backside. 
Oh, god. It was like a hot poker, no pun intended. Stone didn't care now if he jarred the other man. He quickly 
slid away from Jerry and finally made a move to right himself, standing up. He couldn't help the little smile 
that spread on his lips when Jerry snuffled and wrapped his arms around Stone's pillow. 


As he stood over the toilet, relieving himself, Stone thought about the man in his bed. Jerry was sweet. A 
little obnoxious maybe. But maybe thats how he handled situations like that. Laughter is the best medicine, or 
something like that. And as far as the spooning is concerned, if Stone was being honest, it felt nice to have 
someone's arms around him. It felt safe and reassuring. As he washed his hands, Stone looked at his own face 
in the mirror, squinting to stare into his own eyes. "What?" he asked himself. "It's no big deal. Two guys can 
cuddle if they're scared or something." 


With that sorted, he flicked off the light and opened the door, having to stand still for a moment to let his 
eyes adjust to the dark bedroom again. He found that Jerry had moved to his side of the bed, still hugging his 
pillow. So Stone slid into bed behind Jerry. For a moment, he lay on his back, folding his hands across his chest. 
He glanced at the back of Jerry's head with his blonde hair a tangled mess on the pillow. Stone moved as 
slowly and quietly as possible. He combed his fingers through Jerry's hair, gathering it and moving it over his 
shoulder. Then Stone moved closer, slipping his arm around Jerry's hip and nuzzling the back of his shoulder. 
When Jerry snuffled again and rested his hand on his arm, Stone held his breath. He knew it was a risky thing 
to do and he wasn't sure he wanted to be discovered like this. But he couldn't -wouldn't- move. 

"Stoney?" A soft, gravelly whisper. 

"I'm awake." 

Jerry turned over. "How did you end up over there?" 

Stone left his hand resting on Jerry's hip. "You were holding me but | had to get up." 

‘Oh. Sorry." 

"What for?" He asked, using the same words that Jerry used on him. 


"Must have grabbed you in my sleep." 


"| didn't mind." 


Six 

"Now. | think | have to get up." 

Stone laughed softly and pulled his hand away. When Jerry got up, he moved back to his side of the bed. He 
had a side. His side. Stone smiled to himself. Jerry had a side, too. Of the bed they shared together. Fucking 


hell. He really was doomed. 


When Jerry returned, he snuggled right up against Stone and put his arms around him. "Since you don't mind," 


he whispered. He moved in close. Really close. 


Stone held his breath again. It was pressed against his butt cheek. If Jerry knew that, he must not care if 
Stone could feel it. Or maybe he wanted Stone to feel it. 


"Hey, uh, Jer?" 

"Mm?" He purred into Stone's neck. 

"Fuck," Stone sighed involuntarily. 

"You okay?" 

‘It's just your, uh ." 

"I'm what?" 

"No, your .." He couldn't say it. Stone felt so stupid. He was a grown-ass man and he couldnt say his friend's 
dick was poking him in the ass while they spooned in a Parisian hotel in the midst of a global pandemic. So he 
moved instead. He wiggled his ass against Jerry. That would give him a hint. 

Instead of moving back, however, Jerry simply purred, "Oh, baby. Don't stop." 

"Jerry!" Stone scrambled out of his friend's arms and stood up. "Don't do that" 

‘I'm sorry. | was just playing. Come back here." 

"Move over." 


"Oh, come on. | won't let my dick touch you - if you don't want it to. Come back and lay down" 


Wonderful, Stone thought. Now, Jerry must think he's a total prude or something. Up tight Stone. 


As promised, Jerry put his arms back around him but kept his midsection a respectable distance from Stone's 


Oss. 


With a hand resting on Jerry's wrist as the blonde's hands were clasped together around his stomach, Stone 


settled in and murmured, "Goodnight again" 
"Goodnight, baby." 
He could hear the mocking in Jerry's tone but he let it go. Stone closed his eyes and drifted back to sleep. 


When he woke up again, he was on his stomach and felt Jerry's weight on his lower back and thighs. The 
blonde was sprawled on top of him, one arm across his back, one leg thrown over his legs. Stone sighed He was 
not going to last thirteen nights of this. It was much lighter in the room. The clock read 8:00. Stone slid out of 
bed and stood up, groaning as he stretched 


A noise behind him made him turn around in time to catch Jerry grunt in his sleep when he obviously felt 


that Stone was gone. He curled up, pushing his face into Stone's pillow. 


Rather than get lost in certain intrusive thoughts he was unwilling to entertain, Stone grabbed his jeans and 
shuffled into the bathroom. Another shower. Why? Stone didn't know. To kill time, maybe. Because Jerry made 
him feel dirty? He sighed and closed his eyes, letting the warm water rain down on his shoulders, washing 
away all those thoughts he vowed not to entertain Unless, Stone reasoned, maybe if he just got it out of his 
system „maybe if he just ..took the edge off .. 


It wasn't one for the books. This one was just for practical purposes, to ease the pressure. Thinking about 
Jerry in bed, about him wandering around the room in just his shorts, Stone quickly and unceremoniously 
brought himself to climax. "Fuck, Jerry," he groaned as he leaned against the tiled wall, catching his breath. 


"Sorry! | just gotta take a piss again 


Stone froze. Did he ..fuck, how long was he there? "Jerry!" He snapped the curtain open an inch or two, glaring 


at Jerry. "What the hell are you doing?" 
| gotta go!" 


Its a damn good thing Stone didn't have his glasses on. When he glanced down, he was sure that Jerry was 


holding it in his hand. "Well, hurry up! And fucking knock next time." 
"| did. | don't know how you didn't hear me." 
Stone snapped the curtain back in place. How the hell was he going to last? When he returned to the bedroom, 


he found that breakfast has been delivered. Jerry stood in front of the window in his shorts, cup of coffee in 


one hand, croissant in the other. Stone studied his back for a long moment, trying to determine somehow if 


Jerry knew what had taken place in the bathroom. 
If he did know, he mercifully didn't let on. Stone decided that was stupid. Knowing Jerry like he did, he was sure 
Jerry would have some sort of comment, joke, innuendo, proposition „something to say. Instead, the blonde said, 


"Looks like it could rain" 


| don't care," Stone mumbled. "I gotta get out of here." He poured coffee and lifted the cloche on one of the 
plates. "Hey, there's bacon here." 


Jerry turned around and his face lit up. "There is?!" 

Stone couldn't help but laugh. He lifted another cloche. "Oh, nice. A Belgian waffle with strawberries." 
After they destroyed breakfast, Stone fell back on the bed and rubbed his stomach. "That was good." 
"Yeah, gotta walk it off now." 

"Did he say when we could go?" 

"When he comes back to collect the dishes." 

"Okay, cool.” 

"And you owe him a tip." 

"Jerry!" Stone laughed as he sat up again 

‘Its your room. I'm a guest here." 


"Remember that next time you hog the bed" 


Seven 


Jerry looked a little too chic in his skinny jeans, leather jacket, and loosely-tied scarf. He wore his hair down 
around his shoulders and a big, dark grey hat with feathers in the band. Stone, in comparison, dressed in baggy 
jeans, a sweater, and an old blue bubble jacket that he'd had for at least seven years. 


He looked Jerry up and down and instead of saying what he was thinking, he asked the blonde, "Where do you 


think we're doing? One of your shows?" 

"What?" Jerry asked as he tapped something out on his phone. 

"You're overdressed for this walk” 

"ts all Ive got with me. You want me to walk down the street naked?" 


Yes. Stone smiled but didn't reply until he realized Jerry was looking at him, eyebrows raised. "What? No. No. 
God, no." 


Jerry chuckled and opened the door out to the hallway. "After you, Stoney.” 

They could have stayed on the main avenue that ran north and south but Stone thought that the smaller 
streets would be less crowded. Not that any street should be crowded. But the side streets should be 
deserted. So they started east on Rue Pierre Charron and then walked south on Rue Francois ler. They passed 
several storefronts and hotels. For the most part, they were the only two in sight. Occasionally, they passed 
someone carrying groceries or a jogger or bike rider. 

"Missing my bike back home." 

‘Missing my rats and my barbecue grill” 

"You grill?" 

“All the time." 

"| didn't know that." 

"Yeah. You grill?" 


"Not so much. | haven't ever figured out cooking for one." 


"So what do you eat?" 


| order a lot. There's a sweet little Italian place right down the street. | bike there, pick it up .." 


"Yeah, cooking for one is a pain. | end up eating the same thing for three days. | generally make a party out of 
it. Poker nights or football Sundays or my birthday." 


‘I've heard about these legendary birthday parties of yours. How come I've never been invited?" 
"Because you never leave Seattle." 

"| do, too!" 

Jerry laughed. "Liar. 

"We're in Paris now, aren't we?" 

"For business.” Jerry looked at him. "Not for pleasure.’ 


Something in Jerry's grin when he said ‘pleasure’ made Stone blush. "Yeah, well ." He started walking a little 
faster. 


Jerry didn't catch up right away. Instead, Stone heard the blonde made some pathetic whining noise. He turned 
around to find Jerry with both hands against a windowpane, peering into a darkened building. 


"What are you doing?" Stone glanced up at the sign hanging on the corner of the building. "Daddy Bear 
Steakhouse?" 


"Steak," the blonde moaned. 


It should not have sounded so erotic to Stone. It took him a moment to recover. "I'm sure the hotel will bring 


you a steak if you ask" 

"Place looks cool. I'll have to remember to come back here." 

"You won't." 

"Yes, | will" Jerry snapped a picture of the sign with his phone. "Want to come with me?" 
“Sure. Just give me a call" 

"| will” 


He gave Jerry a dubious look 


"| willl" 
"ll hold my breath." 
"You'll see." 


They continued on until they reached a traffic circle and then walked down Bayard to the Promenade along the 


Seine. Jerry started walking east but Stone took his arm and steered him in the opposite direction 


"If we go this way, we'll run right into George Five and we can make our way back to the hotel. Remember we 


only have an hour." 

"Then it's back to the room." 

Stone couldn't tell from Jerry's expression if he thought that was a good thing or a bad thing. "Yep." 
"At least I'm not alone. I'd drive myself crazy." 

He gave his friend a look. "So I'm one step up from being alone?" 

Jerry laughed. "Please. You wish you were alone so I'd say we're even" 


"But you'd rather be with someone else?" Stone frowned. Where the hell did that come from? "Forget it. That 


was ..weitd." 

Jerry put his arm around Stone's shoulders. "No, Stoney. There's no one else I'd rather be stuck in Paris with." 
He wanted to die. And there was still no way for him to tell if Jerry knew what he did in the bathroom or not. 
Just as he was about to ask if Jerry had any ideas on how to kill time in the afternoon, the blonde's phone 
started playing what sounded like an old video game. 

"Shit. Hold on. That's Inez" Jerry stopped walking but kept his arm around Stone, who had to stop, too. "Yo," he 
answered the phone. "Yeah, stuck in Paris. How are you guys? Cool. Guess who's here, with me," Jerry laughed. 
He held the phone out. "Say hi." 

Stone looked at Jerry and then hesitantly leaned toward the phone. "Hello." 

Jerry held the phone to his ear again. "Yeah, it's Stoney! Long story. We're staying in the same room. Let me 
call you later, though. We're out on a walk. Yeah, they only let us out an hour a day. Okay. Take care, dude. 
Later." 


"You didn't have to do that." 


Jerry snapped a photo of the river with the Eiffel Tower looming in the background. He quickly snapped one of 
Stone, Too. "I'll call him later. | wanted to enjoy our last few minutes of freedom." 


"Until tomorrow." 


"Until tomorrow," Jerry agreed and put his phone back in his pocket, urging Stone to walk again with his arm 


around his shoulders. 


There was something warm and comforting in it for Stone. Like the way Jerry spooned him in bed. He felt 
protected and small. A good kind of small. 


Eight 

And There Was Only One Bed 

Chapter Eight 

Jerry Cantrell/ Stone Gossard 

"Hey, you know what we should do?" 

"What?" 

"Find a couple guitars." 

Stone smiled. "Where are all yours?" 

"Lockdown" 

"You didn't even keep one with you?" 

Jerry shook his head. "Wouldn't let me." 

"That sucks. Where are we gonna find guitars? Everyplace is closed" 

‘Ask Gabriel." 

‘Its not his job to go hunting down guitars for us just because you're bored" 
"You don't want to play with me?" the blonde pouted. 

‘OF course | do but I'm not going to ask the poor boy to go find us instruments." 
Jerry frowned. "Ill ask" 

"Fine. You ask." 


When they returned to the hotel, Jerry did just that. They saw Gabriel in the lobby and Jerry approached - 


but kept a reasonable distance -and asked. 


Stone grinned as he listened to his friend fumble his way through the question in French. Ultimately, Jerry 
asked Gabriel if he'd like to listen to him play two guitars. He laughed quietly when Gabriel gave Jerry a 


strange look and said, in English, "I'm sorry, sir?" 


Jerry looked back at Stone as if Stone knew the kid could speak English the whole time 

He addressed Gabriel, "My friend wants to find a guitar to play, himself" 

"Twol" Jerry held up two fingers. 

"Oh," Gabriel frowned. 

"Hts no big deal. Dont worry: 

rar 

"Come on, Jer. It's not gonna happen" He took the blonde's arm and pulled him away. 

Up in the room, while Jerry sat on the bed and returned Mike's call, Stone sat at the desk and opened a bottle 
of water. He decided he ought to check in with his family so he dialed his sister, Star. While she pumped him 
with questions, he tried to keep one ear on Jerry. 

"So, you're stuck at the hotel? What's that like? Boring? Have you seen the US news at all?" 

"Yeah, stuck here for at least two weeks. It's," he chuckled. "Not boring at all’ 

"What does that mean?" 

He glanced at Jerry. "I have a roommate who is good at keeping me entertained" 

"What? Who?" Star squealed so loud, he had to pull his head away from the phone. 

He saw Jerry look up at him and he felt his face grow hot. "Uh, you remember Jerry? Jerry Cantrell?" 
"What? How the hell did that happen?" 

"He was already here, in Europe. He couldn't get home, so ." 

"That's so cool! What are the chances? Wait, why doesn't he have his own room?" 


"The hotel is sheltering a lot of people between those who couldn't check out and those who just arrived It 


was overbooked. They figured since we're both Americans .." 
"That's lucky! You could have ended up with a .| don't know ..Trumpster or something.’ 


Stone snickered. "At times, | wouldn't mind that. | got Jerry. Anyway, so what's going on at home?" 


Star didn't reply. 
"Star?" 


"Its not good, Stone. There are a lot of sick people here in Seattle. The hospitals are overwhelmed. The 


governor has issued a shelter-in-place order. Everything is shut down. Its strange and scary." 
"How are Mom and Dad and Shelley?" 

"We're all okay. | call Mom every morning. You should give her a call." 

"Yeah. Yeah, | will" 

"You know you're her favorite.” 

Stone smiled. "I know." 

With a laugh, Star called him a jerk 

"Okay, give you a call in a couple days." 

"Say hi to Jerry. Later, bro." 


I+ looked like Jerry was talking to someone else now. Stone caught him explaining that he was rooming with 


someone. "Stone. Stone Gossard. | know. Pretty cool.” 

He smiled to himself as he dialed his mother on Facetime. In the Gossard family, it was widely known that the 
women were the technological experts. If it was left up to him and his father, they'd be composing letters in 
their illegible handwriting and sending by carrier pigeon 

His mother appeared on his phone screen. "Stoney! Where are you?" 

"Hey, Mom. I'm still in Paris." 


"Are you stuck there?" 


In the background, he could hear his father, "Is that Stone? Where is he? Does he need me to go to his 


house?" 


"Your father has cabin fever." Then she yelled, "Yes, its Stone. He's stuck in Paris. No, he doesn't need you to 


go to his house." 


And then Stone felt Jerry at his back "Hello, Mrs. G. Long time, no see.” 
He tried to keep his smile pleasant but Stone gritted his teeth. 

"Who's that, dear? Someone with you?" 

‘Its Jerry. Remember Jerry Cantrell?" 

"Oh, of course. Hello, Jerry. You're stuck in Paris, too?" 

"Yes, Ma'am," Jerry replied, leaning against Stone's back. "We're roomies." 
His mother's eyes widened. 


"We're staying together because the hotel is overbooked since people can't come and go. We're both Americans 


so here we are," Stone explained, 

"Well, that seems very fortunate” 

Stone started to reply when Jerry spoke over him. 

"It is, Mrs. G. We're having a great time!" Jerry squeezed his shoulder. "Arent we, Stoney?" 
He gripped the arms of the chair. "Yeah, a blast 


"We went for a walk down by the river today. We're finding all kinds of ways to get some cardio in. Aren't we, 
Stoney?" 


All the color left Stone's face. His eyes met Jerry's in the phone screen for a split second. It was like a slap to 
the face. How could he? Now, in front of his mother? Stone felt like an awkward teenager. He frowned and 
elbowed Jerry. "Go away. Go call your father or something.’ 

"Bye, Mrs. G! Say hi to Mr. G for me." He ruffled Stone's hair before he left, going back to the bed. 

"Well, l'm glad you're not alone." 


"I wish | was," Stone mumbled, trying to fix his hair. 


"Oh, stop that. Jerry is your friend | remember when you were all so young. l'm so glad you all remained so 


close, Stoney.” 


His mother went on but Stone couldn't focus on a word she was saying. 


Nine 


Author's Notes: 

Thank you all for indulging me with this cute, little story. | am probably writing more in this one than in Love 
In Exile because that story requires me to be diligent with the plot and this one is just fluff. | promise | am 
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Stone ended the call and put his phone down. He glanced in the mirror. Jerry was sitting on the bed with his 
computer in his lap. Stone could ignore him. Pretend to find something else to do. Because if he turned around, 
if their eyes met, he'd be forced to acknowledge that he now knew that Jerry knew. Without looking at him, 
Stone got up and went to the table beside the bed to retrieve his book. He returned to the desk chair. Good, 
Stone thought. That was all that would be mentioned about it. 


For two days, Stone walked on eggshells, waiting for Jerry to bring it up again. Two morrings of waking up with 
those arms around him, two late morning walks, two lazy afternoons of sitting around, making phone calls and 
returning emails. He had almost forgotten about it. Well, not the reason he did. There was a constant reminder 


of that. But he had almost forgotten that Jerry knew and embarrassed him in front of his mother. And let's 


face it, his mother was sharp as a tack. Of course, she was going to understand what Jerry meant. 


When Stone turned the TV and the lamp off, and took his glasses off, he snuggled down in bed and smiled to 
himself when those two familiar arms circled around him. When a warm pair of lips and a scruffy beard lightly 


dusted across the back of his neck, Stone froze. "What are you doing?" he whispered. 

"Kissing you goodnight," was the soft reply. 

"Why?" 

"You don't want me to?" 

Stone was quiet. He wasn't sure he wanted Jerry to kiss him. He wasn't sure he wanted anything to happen. 
But wait, was Jerry implying he wanted something more than a kiss goodnight? And wasn't all of this 
uncertainty the main cause of his anxiety? He turned his head to look over his shoulder. In the dark, he was 
able to make out Jerry's little smile and raised eyebrows. Stone turned back around. He murmured, "How could 
you say that to my mother?" 

"Say what?" 


"You know what?" 


He could hear the amusement in Jerry's soft voice. "No, | don't. What?" 


“Jerry 
"That we're geting lots of cardio?" 

"Yes! | know what you were talking about" 
"What?" Another kiss to his neck 


Stone closed his eyes. "And my mother isn't dumb. She's gonna know. Or worse, she's gonna think we're you 


know. Stop doing that." 

"You don't like it?" 

‘| like it. | don't like you embarrassing me." 

The blonde purred in his ear. "Nothing to be embarrassed about. Wish | walked in sooner.” 

"Fuck," Stone groaned even as he bent his head and gave Jerry more neck to feast upon. "I hate you." 

"No, you don't," Jerry continued to purr. His hand slipped under Stone's t-shirt. 

"Jerry" Stone placed his hand over Jerry's, the thin cotton of his shirt between them. 

"Turn around" 

"No." 

"Please?" 

| can't do this." After a moment, he felt Jerry retreat. "lm sorry." 

"No. l'm sorry, Stone. | guess | misread you." 

Stone was quiet again. But when Jerry withdrew altogether and moved to the far side of the bed, he turned 
over. "You didn't have to move. | like the spooning. | like the kisses, too. It's just .| don't know not sure it's a 
good idea for us to ." 

Jerry was on his side, facing Stone, with his hands tucked under his pillow. "Think itll be weird?" 

"Might." 


"| get it" 


‘lm sorry if |." 
Jerry reached over and touched Stone's face. "Don't. | loved it. Been thinking about it since." 
"Well," Stone grinned. "Keep thinking about it." He leaned closer to Jerry and kissed his lips. "Goodnight, Jerry." 


"Tease," the blonde groaned. 


Stone liked hearing that Jerry was thinking about what he did. He really did like the kisses. More than he was 
comfortable with. But he wasn't ready to fool around with Jerry. If it all went to shit, he was going to be 


stuck with him for at least another week. 


Those strong arms circled around him again. Jerry's beard ticked the crook of his neck while the blonde slid 
closer, pressing his body against Stone's back. "Goodnight," was whispered in his ear, followed by those soft lips 


nipping at his earlobe. 


He knew that Jerry was doing his best to wear him down. For tonight at least, Stone remained strong. 


Ten 


He dressed in yesterday's jeans and a fresh t-shirt, followed by his grey hoodie. While he waited for Jerry, he 
read some text messages and email received after they had gone to bed. Stone kept his gaze down, on his 
phone, when he heard the bathroom door open. 

Jerry emerged in a towel around his waist and nothing else, just like he always did. 

Stone didn't look at him but caught it all out of the corner of his eye. 

"What do you want to do today?" 


"Hm. 


"We could go on a river cruise or maybe visit Versaille. Maybe spend the day at the Louvre. Or there's this 
park by the river | found once where they do chalk drawings and fly kites." 


Now, he looked up. He was almost sure Jerry was just joking but he knew you could never be sure when it 
came to his friend. 


"Oh, right," Jerry went on as he took his towel off. "We'll just go for a walk past everything that's closed" 
Stone stared 

"Stoney? Eyes up here" 

"Well, put some clothes on! Jesus, Jerry!" he snapped as he returned his attention to his phone. 

"| need some clean shorts," the blonde said as he pulled his jeans up, over his bare ass. 

"Why didn't you put your laundry out last night?" 

"| forgot. Do you think there are any stores open, like a Wal-mart?" 

"A Wal-mart? In Paris?" Stone's face was a mixture of disbelief and annoyance. 

"| need some drawers!" Jerry pulled on a black t-shirt. "And maybe something to do." 

He watched Jerry's hands pull the shirt over his stomach. "We can play cards again Or you could buy a book" 


"IHI be in French." 


Stone laughed. "It will not" 

"Might" 

He rolled his eyes. "You can't read French? | mean you can barely speak it, so 
Jerry threw him a look "Hey!" 

Stone giggled Then he caught himself giggling and turned to face the desk 
Gabriel brought breakfast and took Jerry's laundry. 

In English this time, Jerry asked if there were any nearby stores open 
"Grocery stores, sir?” 

"Any kind of store. 

"There are several small grocers within walking distance. You will need to cover your face, though 
"| have a scarf. Stoney, what do you have?" 

"Uh, nothing?" Stone glanced at his bag, 


"We'll figure something out. Thanks, Gabe." Jerry started to reach for the boy's shoulder when the startled 
look he got made him pull his hand back. 


"You can't just go touching people," Stone later told him as they made their way down the empty street: 
"| was just being friendly.’ 

"Yes, | know. But what was friendly a month ago is offensive now." 

| don't think | can keep up." 

"Lucky you have me." 

Jerry put his arm around him. "Yes, | am." 


He leaned into Jerry's side, happy to have his little nook back. And Stone surprised himself when he said, "I 


almost wish we were here like this when a whole pandemic wasn't going on" 


"Like this? Together? Sharing a bed?" Jerry grinned. 


"Y-yeah, | guess." He poked the blonde's ribs. "You know what | mean It's not so bad." 

Jerry kissed his cheek. "Definitely not so bad." 

They entered a small grocery store on the corner of Rue George Bizet and Rue de Chaillot, which was about a 
seven-minute walk from the hotel. Jerry had this scarf wrapped around his neck, bringing it up to cover his 
nose and mouth. He found a forgotten bandana in a pocket in his suitcase for Stone. 

"This thing smells," Stone complained as he tied it around his head, covering his nose. 

"Like what?" 

"| don't know. Nothing good" 

"Is just my jizz rag." 

"Jerry!" Stone yelled and pulled the bandana off. 

Jerry laughed. "I'm kidding. I'm just kidding.” 

He cast a look of disgust at the blonde while he regretfully tied the bandana back on. He was still giving Jerry 
a look when they entered the store and he handed him a basket to carry. But Stone was pleased to see Jerry 
obediently follow him up and down the aisles, offering up the basket every time he picked something up. He 
found the produce aisle and grabbed some bananas, a few apples, which he studied carefully, finding the best 
three. He also found a bunch of red grapes and a bag of strawberries. He would have moved quickly through 
the candy aisle but Jerry hesitated. "Candy? Really?" 

"Just a couple things. There are these things | like that we can't get in the states." 


"Kinder eggs? Let me guess, you like the toys." 


"No," Jerry murmured, muffled by his scarf, as he scanned the rows. "Ah! There it is!" He picked up a 


rectangular yellow box. 

Stone slowly read it out loud. "Katzenzungen?" He looked at Jerry. "Cat tongues?" 
The blonde nodded. "Chocolate. It's so good, Stoney, you'll come in your pants." 
He shook his head. “Jerry, go back and get some fruit.” 


"Why?" 


"Because you can't eat chocolate all day. You'll get sick" 
"lIl eat what you picked." 


"It's for mel" 


Eleven 


Jerry sulked as he shuffled back to the produce aisle and scanned the boxes and baskets of fruit and 
vegetables. He picked up a coconut. "This is a fruit, right?" 


"Its a coconut" 

"Yeah, fruit" 

"And how do you propose to eat that?" 

"Cut it up." 

"With what?" 

"A knife.” 

"You got a knife?" 

Jerry let out a sigh and put the coconut back 

"What about blueberries or pears? Stuff you can eat with your hands." 
| can eat chocolate with my hands." 


"Fine. Eat whatever you want. Don't come crying to me when your stomach aches, though." Stone turned and 


walked away, down another aisle that had baked goods. 

Jerry followed after him and reached for a package of muffins. 
"Put it back, Cantrell, before | cut your hand off." 

"With what? No knives." He put the muffins in his basket. 


There were tourist souvenirs and chachkies next to the till. And to Stone's amazement and embarrassment, 


men's bikini briefs with the strategic placement of an Eiffel Tower graphic. 
Jerry grabbed a pair and held them up. "Look! | told you they would have underwear!" 
‘Oh, my goa." 


Stone watched Jerry walk down the street, carrying the bags of groceries they just purchased. He could swear 


there was a bounce in his step. He wouldn't let Jerry see it, but Stone couldn't stop his smile. Jerry was like a 
giant child. Give him chocolate and some fun underwear and he was a happy camper. He was going to have to 


figure out where to hide some of the chocolate, though. 


"Stone! Stoney, look!" Jerry was a couple paces ahead of him and stopped and pointed at something in a shop 
window. "Too bad they're closed" 


When Stone caught up to him, he had to laugh. He looked up at the shop's sign. Marcel's Music. "Well, shit." He 


leaned in to take a closer look. 


Sitting on a stand inside the window was a Les Paul with a sign next to it, claiming that the guitar once 
belonged to him. 


"Is it one of yours?" 

"| don't know. | guess it's possible” 

"You don't know?" 

Stone shrugged. "No. | mean ..it could be. Ive lost track of a few over the years" 
Jerry looked at him like he just sprouted a second head 

"What?" 

"You lost track of a few?" 

"Yeah, of course. You haven't?" 


"No! No way. They're all ..| mean they all mean something to me. | have the first one | ever bought yet. It's 
basically ruined and | can't play it again but .." 


"Oh. That's cool" Stone started walked again. 
"Wait! That's cool?" Jerry chased after him. "What do you mean? How don't you have all your guitars?" 


"| don't know. | just always play the same model so | picked up a couple new ones here and there. The old ones 
just .." He shrugged again. 


"Who are you?" 


"Mike's the guitar collector. Not me. | mean if left up to me, they'd end up stacked in my basement or 


something anyway. This way, a place like that can make some money off of it or something." 


Jerry was still staring at him. 

"Stop staring!" 

"I just can't imagine not keeping them. They're like ..like children!" 

Stone laughed. "They're not like children. They're inanimate objects." 

"But like don't you feel connected to them?" 

"Not really. | feel connected to the music." 

"That you make with them. It's like a team effort and you just cut the star player." 

| thought | was the star player. The guitar is like ..the ball, | guess, if we're using the sports analogy." 
That seemed to satisfy Jerry. He humphed and nodded, but under his breath, he murmured, "Cutthroat:" 
Stone went straight for the door when they arrived back at the hotel. Jerry hesitated. 

"Maybe let's not go back in yet" 

"Why?" 

‘Our hour isn't up yet and it's nice out. Let's keep walking." 


"Okay." 


Twelve 


They continued on past the hotel, up the street they'd visited a few times already. There weren't any open 
stores or anything, but there was a small green space with a fountain and a couple benches. Jerry sat down 
on a bench and reached into the shopping bag for the container of blueberries. 

"What, no chocolate?" Stone grinned as he sat beside Jerry. 

"Saving that for later tonight" 

"Ah. Dessert?" he asked as he took a couple berries when Jerry offered the container to him. 

"Yep. Gonna feed it to you with a couple of them strawberries you got" A bit quieter, "Get you in the mood" 
Stone nearly choked on a blueberry. "In the mood for what?" 

"You know what" 

"Jer-" He was cut off by Jerry's quick kiss. 

When Jerry pulled back, he wore a little smirk. "Kiss me back." 

"Nol" Stone looked around. "You're crazy." 


"No one's here. Kiss me." 


With a sigh, he rolled his eyes. "Ridiculous," he hissed as he leaned into the blonde. Stone closed his eyes and 
touched his lips to Jerry's and then just pulled back and reached into the container again 


"That's it?" 
"Yep." He grinned as he popped another fat berry into his mouth. 
"Tease." 


"I think you like being teased. You like the chase and you'll just grow bored with me after you get what you 


want." 
"Yeah? What do you think | want?" Jerry challenged him. 


He held the blonde's gaze for a moment, trying to summon the nerve to say it out loud. "You want to f-fuck 


me. 


"You're damn right | do.” 
The glimmer of courage left Stone as quickly as it came on He sagged a little and looked away. “Jer.” 
"Don't say we can't, Stone. | know you want it, too. * 
"Ht doesn't matter what | want. Or what you want, for that matter. Things will get messy” 


"If we do it right, yes." 


"Jerry!" He sighed and took his glasses off, rubbing his eyes. "You know what | mean. We've been friends for 


too long. It doesn't make any sense for us to do this just because we're bored and stuck with each other." 
"That's not why | want to." 

"You're not bored?" He turned to look at Jerry again 

"No. Not at all. I'm loving being here with you. | love the walks and the talking we do. | love having my arms 
around you at night. | love just about every minute of my time with you. But it's not just because we're stuck 
here. Why? Is that why you want to?" 

"Nol" Stone replied quickly. 

"Then | don't see the problem." 

‘Of course you don't." But he didn't mean it as a put-down, Stone was finally willing to attempt to stop 
analyzing and overthinking. He leaned into Jerry again and gave him a slower, longer kiss. "Now, can we go back 
to the hotel?" he murmured against his friend's lips. 

"Mmhmm." 

Stone took the bags from Jerry as he leaned into his side, taking Jerry's arm and putting it around his own 
shoulders. When the blonde looked at him, he blushed and admitted, "I like this." He braced himself for a lewd 
remark or some other come on from Jerry. 

"| like it, too," was all he said. 

In the elevator up to the room, Jerry grinned in the mirrored door. 


"What's that look for?" 


"Nothing." 


"You're lying." 

"Just thinking about you in the shower." 

Stone shook his head and blushed a deeper shade of red. "I can't believe | did that." 

| can't, either. But fuck, | love it. Will you let me watch you?" 

"Jerry!" 

| mean it. God, that's so hot” He turned to look at him. "Why are you so red?" 

"You're embarrassing me!" 

"Why? Shit, lIl let you watch me." 

The elevator doors opened and Stone basically spilled out, leaving the last thing Jerry said hanging in the air. He 
walked quickly down the hall to the room with one thing on his mind: please don't let anyone see the boner in 
his pants. Meanwhile, the fiendish blonde sauntered casually behind him, giving anyone and everyone a chance to 
peep the giant bulge in his jeans. 


In the room, before Jerry even closed the door, Stone was at the desk, unpacking the grocery bag. He used the 
ice bucket to stack all the fruit. "Where do you want this chocolate? | hope it doesn't melt." 


"It can melt. Easier to smear all over your body that way." 
Stone dropped a box. "Jerry!" 


Jerry chuckled softly as he approached and slid his arms around Stone from behind. "You have to relax," he 


purred in his ear. 
"You don't make that very easy." 


"I know. In fact, | make it hard for you, don't |?" His right hand cupped Stone's crotch while his lips nipped at 
Stone's neck. 


"Fuck" His knees buckled as he tilted his head back, resting it on Jerry's shoulder. 


Thirteen 


"You're an evil bastard, Cantrell." 

"Am |?" the blonde whispered in his ear as he rubbed the heel of his hand against Stone's erection 

"Yes," Stone sighed, unable to care if Jerry interpreted it as an answer to his question or not. His knees were 
weak. If not for Jerry's hand against his chest, pinning him against there, Stone might have slipped to the floor, 
turning into a pile of goo. 

"Want you," Jerry continued to whisper. He reached for the bag of strawberries. 


"What are you going to do with those?" Stone asked, taking a moment to collect himself. 


"You know what." Jerry picked up a box of chocolates also and turned to the bed. He set them down and fixed 
his stare on Stone while he undressed. First, his t-shirt came off, followed by his sneakers, one by one. 


Stone had momentarily forgotten how to breathe. Sure, Jerry strutted around the room in a towel and 
sometimes, less than that. But now, he was undressing with a purpose. The purpose of ..oh, god. Fucking him. 
His face grew hot and he turned his head. But the sound of a zipper being pulled down so erotically slowly 
made him look again. 

"Come on, baby. Get undressed. Or do you need my help?" 

"Uh, yeah. Yeah. Why don't you help me?" 


"You're nervous," Jerry murmured as he stepped up to Stone, who hadn't moved from his spot in front of the 


desk. 
"A little." 
"Don't worry. l'm gonna take real good care of you." He grasped the hem of Stone's shirt and lifted it. 


Stone held Jerry's gaze as he raised his arms, allowing his t-shirt to be taken off. His hands came down to 


Jerry's bare chest. "You know, its been a, uh, a real long time since .." 
"Why?" 


"| don't know. | just ..| didn't think anyone would be interested. Just stopped looking for ..something." He watched 
his fingers tracing over Jerry's chest, one thumb dangerously close to flicking his nipple. 


Jerry's hands had gone to work on Stone's button and zipper. "How could you think no one would be interested? 


You're fucking gorgeous, Stone." 


He blushed deeper and shook his head. For some reason, Jerry's words had the opposite effect of their 


intention. He felt embarrassed. 

Its true." Jerry turned him around and led him to the bed, gently pushing him down on his back. He reached 
for the box of chocolate and took out a piece, opening the foil wrapper. He teased Stone by touching his lips 
with the piece of chocolate. "Try this." 

Stone held the other man's gaze as he opened his mouth. He was helpless against Jerry. Between his naked 
body, his hungry eyes, his gentle hands, and the sensual food play that was apparently about to take place, 
Stone was uncomfortably at Jerry's mercy. 

The chocolate touched his tongue so Stone took a slow bite. It was sweet and creamy and melted in his mouth. 
Jerry's lips covered his and his tongue slid into his mouth, seeking to taste the chocolate, too. Stone accepted 
the kiss, sliding his arms around Jerry's back. In the back of his mind, he thought about what he had said just 
a moment ago. He had stopped looking for someone to spend time with, to sleep with, to fall in love with. And 
then the universe so cruelly dropped Jerry in his lap. Jerry, of all people. 

The piece of chocolate was being dragged down his chin, onto his neck. Jerry's tongue followed, licking it up. He 
pulled out of Stone's embrace and slowly worked his way down his chest, smearing the melted chocolate and 
licking it up. After a moment, he stopped and looked up at Stone. "You're not here, with me. Where did you go?" 
"No, | am. | am. I'm sorry." He smiled as he swept Jerry's long hair away from his face. 

"If you don't want to do this, Stone, tell me. It's okay." 

"| want to." 

"Bute" 

"Just nervous .." 


"Do you want me to slow down?" 


He shook his head. "I wouldn't have let you start any of this if | didn't want it, too." He watched for Jerry's 
reaction to that. 


The other man squinted as he studied his face. 
| mean it" He gave Jerry a faint smile. "I kissed you, didn't |? In the park?" 


"Mmhmm." 


"So | want it. | want you. l'm just out of practice. Luckily, | have a pro to help me." 

"A pro?!" 

Stone laughed. "Aren't you the best?" 

"Damn right, | am," the blonde purred before he gave Stone another kiss. 

The chocolate was smeared down his stomach and when Jerry swiped his Tongue across his navel, Stone let 
out a moan and closed his eyes. He pushed his nervousness and the voices in his head away and focused on 


Jerry and the sinful things he was doing to Stone's body. 


The light flutter of a strawberry's leaves touched his bottom lip and Stone opened his mouth. Strawberry juice 
slid down the side of his face when he bit into it, only to be licked up by Jerry. 


Stone shifted, hoping to bring a bit of relief to his aching cock. Jerry had left him in his shorts so the light 


friction of the cotton was maddering. "Jerry," he groaned. 
"What, love?" was purred in his ear before his lobe was nibbled. 
"| need ..oh, fuck" 

"What?" 

"Take .." He reached down for his shorts. 

"Take them off?" 

"Yes!" 


Jerry chuckled softly. "Gladly." 


Fourteen 


Stone lay there, catching his breath. He closed his eyes and lifted his hips. If there was a point of no return, 
he thought, this would be it. He felt Jerry's thick fingers slip underneath the waistband of his plain, black 
boxer briefs. Stone didn't buy fun underwear. He didn't own any with Eiffel Towers on them. His underwear was 


more utilitarian. They were comfortable, did the job, but wasn't much to look at. 

He thought it should be done the way you rip off a band-aid: quick so as not to draw out the sting. But Jerry 
had other ideas, apparently. Maddening. His underwear was drawn down slowly, the way you enjoy that first 
bite of Halian food or unwrap a gift you just know you're going to love. Slow. To add to the experience, to 
savor the anticipation. 

Stone shifted and made a soft, whining noise. 

The blonde looked up at him. "What's wrong, baby?" 

"You're embarrassing me again." 

"How?" As he asked, he continued his task. 


"Just hurry up!" 


"Not a chance" Jerry drew the shorts down a little farther, gently stretching them over Stone's hard cock. 
"Oh. Oh, Stoney." 


More shifting and whining. 

"You can't be embarrassed about that. It's incredible." 

"You're one to talk, Cantrell," Stone muttered and threw his forearm over his eyes. He could feel Jerry slowly 
drawing his shorts down his legs and for just a moment, the room was silent and still. Then Stone felt Jerry 
climb back onto the bed, crawling over him and sliding his naked body against him. 


A hand moved Stone's arm away from his face. "Open your eyes, love," was whispered so tenderly. 


He opened his eyes and found Jerry's smiling face inches above his. Stone couldn't help but smile. "You're 


making this very sweet but you're going way too slow." 


Jerry carefully used the bridge of his glasses to lift them off his face. He set them aside and then dipped his 
head to kiss Stone. "The way | figure it, we have nothing but time so why rush it?" 


"Because as nice as it is -and it is nice, Jerry -l'm nervous as hell and you're only giving me more and more 
y y y giving 


time to freak out." 


Jerry kissed his way back to Stone's ear and teased the lobe with the tip of his tongue. "Don't freak out, baby. 
I'm right here, with you. We're doing this together." He lifted his head and looked into Stone's eyes. "Why don't 


you tell me what you were fantasizing about when you were in the shower?" 

"God, nol" 

"Tell me. It will help you with the nervousness. 

"No, it won't! 

"Stoney," Jerry purred. "Please. | want to know. Maybe we can make that fantasy come true’ 


"Oh, for fuck's sake." He rolled his eyes and wanted to push Jerry off of him but the blonde rolled his hips and 


slid his cock against Stone's, making him moan. 

"Tell me." 

"Okay! | was thinking about your dick" 

"What about my dick?" 

Teeth grazed his neck and Stone moaned louder. "I thought about kneeling at your feet and sucking it" 
"Go on," the blonde moaned in his ear. 

"| thought about looking up at you while you were down my throat" 

"Oh, fuck, Stoney." He rocked his hips again 

"And then, | imagined you bending me over the bed and and .." 

"Fucking you?" 


"Well first .." he trailed off. He couldn't say it. But fuck it, he thought. He came this far. No pun intended. "You 


ate my pussy. Got it nice and wet and open 
Jerry rocked faster and groaned in his ear. 
Stone swallowed. "Will will you do that?" 


"Fuck, Stoney. I'd love to." 


There he was, bent over the bed with his ass in the air and his cock harder than it had been in ages. Why 
hadn't he done this earlier? Why did Stone put himself up on the shelf to waste away? He hadn't ever had a 
particularly difficult time with men. Hadn't had any particularly amazing times, either. Maybe it was just a fear 
of the mediocre again. Why bother with it all for something that just didn't thrill him? And yet, when this 
blonde pain in the ass was simply near him, Stone's heart beat faster, his dick twitched, and his head swam. He 


found himself smiling more and more. Found himself fantasizing, blushing, and sweating. 


Jerry's hands slid up the back of his thighs and almost caused his knees to buckle. He leaned on his elbows and 
turned to look over his shoulder, catching Jerry leaning over him and kissing his way down his spine to that 
dimple right above his ass. 


"Gonna make you feel so good, baby." 


Stone nodded and tried to say something but his voice cracked. He swallowed and tried again. "I already feel 
good. Make me feel incredible." 


Jerry's eyes widened as he brushed his beard over Stone's cheek and then spread them apart with his hands. 
He moaned as he attacked Stone's hole with his wet tongue. 


With a loud gasp, Stone dropped his head to the bed and closed his eyes. He couldn't remember what this felt 
like. And he was sure that whoever did it to him last never made him feel quite like Jerry did. The man knew 
what he was doing. 


Fifteen 


Each wet swipe of Jerry's tongue across his hole made Stone gasp. His long fingers curled into the sheets and 
his hips rolled from side to side, silently begging the blonde to open him, penetrate him, make him scream down 
the hotel. Make him feel nothing less than amazing. Stone's mind went blank when he felt the tip of that 
wonderfully talented tongue slip inside of him. The gentle but firm pressure forcing him to open was pure bliss. 
He rolled his hips more, dipping and lifting, hoping to get Jerry to push deeper, lick faster, anything! When had 
he become such a desperate slut? Since that blonde pain-in-the-ass kissed him. 


A line from one of Jerry's new songs came to Stone's mind: "When all the lies of youth are gore, all I've got is 


truth and song." 

Stone wriggled away from Jerry and turned over on his back. Without his glasses on, he couldn't clearly make 
out the blonde's expression but he guessed it was one of surprise, confusion even. He took his cock in his hand 
and stroked it. 

"Whare are you doing?" 

"| just remembered something.” 


"Do you want to share?" 


"No." Stone shook his head. "Look, I'm letting you watch me." He chuckled softly, surprising himself with how 


bold he felt, when Jerry's eyes widened as they came to rest on Stone's hand around his cock. 
"Didn't your fantasy also involve giving me head?" 
"Mmhmm." 


Jerry slowly ran his open palm down the underside of his shaft. "All yours." 


Stone glanced at the floor. Why did the idea of getting down there make his knees ache? Because you're fifty- 
fucking-three years old. 


Jerry laughed softly and sat down on the side of the bed nearest Stone as if he could read his mind. 


He moved to lean over Jerry's lap, glancing up at him before he carefully closed his lips around the blonde's 
magnificent member. Stone closed his eyes and conjured up that fantasy. He didn't have aging knees and he 
happily, eagerly serviced Jerry, moaning around that gorgeous cock and taking it deeply down his throat. He 
moaned louder in appreciation when he felt Jerry's meaty hand rest lightly on his head. Stone couldn't even 
recall the last time he gave someone a blowjob but, in fact, it is like riding a bike. You don't forget how to 


please a man, especially a man with a cock like this one. It commanded submission and reverence. Jerry 


commanded it and Stone had fallen under the spell of both man and beast. 

Old knees be damned. He needed to worship at the altar. He moved slowly, slipping to the floor between Jerry's 
feet. Stone folded his lanky body into the small space, edged closer to the blonde's lap, and sat back on his 
heels. He smiled bashfully at Jerry's surprised face and took gentle hold of this cock with one hand while the 
other rubbed the blonde's thigh up and down. 

"Do you have ..things?" 

"Condoms?" Jerry quickly asked as he carded his thick fingers through Stone's short hair. 

He nodded. "And .." 

"Don't get shy on me again, Gossard” 

Stone rolled his eyes. "I know you have them." 


"How do you know?" The glint of challenge sparkled in Jerry's blue eyes. 


Stone squeezed the cock in his hand. "Because | know you. You wouldn't spend a whole month in Europe and not 


get laid." 
"Maybe | got laid so much, I'm all out” 


Stone's grin faltered slightly. What was he doing? He had no business getting involved with Jerry. He was 
completely not up to this and out of his element. He started to lean back, withdraw. 


Jerry's smile changed in an instant. The scheming, playful crook of his eyebrow softened and his lips pursed 
slightly. "I'm teasing you, Stone." 


‘I-I know. | know." He tried to look confident, cool as a cucumber. He knew he wasn't pulling it off. 

Jerry stood and carefully side-stepped Stone, walking over to his bag. 

Stone could do nothing more but watch over his shoulder. The short-lived bravado and eagerness that led him 
to his knees were now nowhere to be found. He rested his head on the mattress and silently cursed himself 
for being so foolish. 

A box of Magnums and a bottle of Boy Butter were placed on the bed in front of him. To Stone's confusion and 
unexplainable delight, both items appeared unopened. He craned his neck to look up at Jerry, who grinned and 


shrugged. 


"Will you help me up now?" 


Sixteen 


Stone expected Jerry to take his hands and simply hold them while Stone stood up. But the blonde stooped and 
wrapped his arms around Stone's chest and basically hauled him to his feet. Stone laughed in surprise but it 
died down quickly when they stood nose-to-nose. Those crystal-clear blue eyes locked onto his. They simply 


gazed at one another for a moment before Stone broke the trance. "Why aren't they opened?" 


Jerry shrugged and stepped back. "Didn't meet anyone worth opening them for." He climbed onto the bed and 
settled back against the pillows, leaving the condoms and lube where they sat. 


Picking up the box of condoms, Stone turned it over in his hands. Magnums. He glanced at Jerry's cock laying 
erect against his stomach. Dear god. "You ..you think I'm worth opening them?" 


"Yep." 
He wished he could get out of his head. 


"Come here, love," Jerry gently asked, holding his hand out for Stone. "I think you're making this more 
complicated than it has to be." 


| know | am," Stone murmured. He still held onto the box but joined Jerry on the bed, curling up next to him. 
Jerry put his arms around him and gave him a soft kiss. "How can | help?" 

Stone smiled. "You already are. | know | keep saying it, but its been a long time for me and .." 

"And you're not sure." 


"No. No, | am sure now. | am. Because | couldn't think of anyone more patient and sweet and understanding than 


you." 


The blonde gave him another kiss as he gently took the box of condoms from Stone's hand. "Get comfortable, 
baby." He opened the box and took out a string of three condoms, tearing one off and setting the rest down, 


With a nervous swallow that pursed his lips, Stone moved so that he was on his back beside Jerry. "Like this?" 


"That'll work" Jerry grabbed a pillow and stuffed it under Stone's hips. "You have to tell me if | hurt you. Can 
you do that?" 


Stone nodded. 


"Say yes, baby. Stay here with me." 


"Yes, baby." He grinned. 

Jerry playfully rolled his eyes while he used his teeth to tear open the condom wrapper. He moved to settle 
between Stone's legs, forcing them wider. As he rolled the condom on his cock, his grin deepened. "| can't wait 
to give you an orgasm ..or ten" He reached for the bottle of lube. 

"Ten?!" Stone sat up. "Jerry!" 

"I didn't mean all today. Although I'm not opposed." 

"Are you trying to kill me?" 

"No, baby. Just the opposite." He popped the cap on the lube and generously slathered some up and down his 
shaft before he used two fingers to spread some on and in Stone's hole. After Jerry put the bottle down, he 
shuffled a bit closer to Stone and pressed the tip of his dick to his hole. 

Stone quickly grabbed onto Jerry's upper arms and bit his bottom lip as he held the blonde's stare. 

"Relax, Stoney. Just relax.’ 

Stone nodded. 


"And breathe." 


Stone let out the breath he was holding. But when Jerry pressed into him, stretching him, Stone gasped and 
went back to holding his breath. 


"Breathe," Jerry gently reminded him as he slipped in a little deeper. He gritted his teeth. 


One of Stone's hands slid higher to Jerry's neck, the other coming down to rest against the blonde's chest. He 
gasped out loud when Jerry thrust deeper. One of his legs curled around Jerry's hip. 


"Okay, love?" 

Stone nodded but murmured a yes when he received a look from Jerry. 
"Good." 

"You can ..you can go more. Uh, um, deeper." 


"| will. | want you to relax and get used to it, though." 


This wasn't his first time. So it had been a while. So he was out of practice. He wasn't a blushing virgin, for 
Christ's sake. With a determined huff, Stone shifted a bit, bringing his other leg around Jerry and moving his 
hand to the back of the blonde's head to pull him down into a kiss. The worst of it was over. Yeah, it hurt a 
little. Yeah, he lived through the embarrassment of admitting everything to Jerry. But so what? Jerry was 
still here, he was still into this (enthusiastically into this, Stone might add), and he was inside of Stone. And 
although he had a feeling Jerry was going to get off anyway, Stone wanted to make it good for him. Wanted to 
let Jerry know that he appreciated the other man's tenderness and patience. He poured all of that into his kiss, 
letting his hands wander over the blonde's body. 


"Fuck, baby," Jerry whispered against his lips. He slowly slid almost all the way out of Stone and then thrust 
his hips forward, snapping them and sending his cock deep. 


Stone cried out in surprise but when that rush flooded through his body, when a ripple of intense pleasure 
zipped up his spine, he uttered a single, drawn-out, "Yesss." 


That was all the encouragement Jerry needed. He started to move in a steady rhythm, pumping his hips back 
and forth, grunting and growling as he buried his face in Stone's neck, nipping and nibbling. 


As the blonde's pace picked up, Stone could only hang on, wrapping his arms tightly around Jerry's neck and 
locking his ankles around his back. After a few moments however, he breathlessly asked Jerry to slow down. 
"Fuck, fuck. Jerry, oh my god. Slow down" 

"Did | hurt you?" was whispered in his ear. 

"No, no. | just .. was gonna come and | want to ..can | get on top?" 


Jerry picked his head up and grinned. "Yeah, baby. Course you can get on top. Wanna ride it?" 


He was sure he blushed if he wasn't completely red in the first place from being out of breath. He nodded. 


"Wanna bounce on your big cock" 


Jerry bit his lip and moaned as he slowly pulled out. He gave Stone a kiss before he moved onto his back again. 


‘Its all yours, Stoney.” 


Stone moved over Jerry, stretching out at first and rubbing his cock against Jerry's while he gave him a slow, 
deep kiss. As the kiss intensified, he bent one leg and used his knee for leverage to thrust faster. One hand 
snaked its way into Jerry's hair and gave it a firm tug. He was losing himself. Stone could feel every shred of 


worry and fear and shame melting away and he loved it. "Fucking want you," he growled, nipping at Jerry's lips. 
"Take me. Take everything," Jerry replied in a similar growl. 


He rode the blonde hard, screaming out his pleasure until he erupted and blew a load all over the blonde's 


stomach. And when Jerry was close, Stone hurried to slide off of him, pull the condom off, and suck him until 


he came hard. When it hit Stone's tongue, he groaned. Something inside of him changed. It was warm and soft, 


a single candle flickering wildly in a soft breeze and Jerry was the breeze. 


The blonde lay beside him, panting softly, staring up at the ceiling, limbs careless lying heavy on the bed. 
"Stoney," he whispered. "Goddamn" 


"Nine more to go, right?" 


Seventeen 


Okay, so they didn't quite reach ten orgasms that night. After three, Stone tapped out. He was both pleased 
and annoyed that it seemed like Jerry could have kept going. "Jesus Christ, Jer. How do you do it?" he asked 
between trying to catch his breath. 

"Cardio," the blonde replied with a snicker. 


Stone wanted to roll his eyes but instead, he just laughed softly and shook his head. "Once | regain my 


strength, I'm getting in the shower. You can't join me." 
"Why? You gonna beat off again?" 
"No! God, no. I'm just afraid you'll talk me into trying to go again and | won't be able to." 


Jerry snickered again as he rolled onto his side and grinned at Stone. "For someone who hadn't done it in so 


long, | think you remembered pretty quickly." 

"You're kidding, right? Most of the time, | just laid here and let you do all the work" 
Jerry shook his head. He placed his hand on Stone's chest. "You were incredible. 

He grew warm, embarrassed but grateful for the compliment. "You weren't horrible. 


The blonde laughed in surprise and returned to his position on his back, gazing up at the ceiling. He folded his 
arms under his head and closed his eyes. 


Stone looked over, studying Jerry's body. Or more accurately, studying how comfortable Jerry was in his own 


skin "You're something else," he murmured. 

Jerry opened one eye and turned his head slightly toward Stone. 

| mean it. You l'im so impressed with you, on so many different levels." 

"Me, too." 

Stone smiled tightly, unsure of what "me, too" meant. He stood up and went into the bathroom, closing the 
door behind him. He leaned back against it and closed his eyes, cringing when his ass made contact with the 


door. "That's gonna be sore tomorrow." 


The shower felt good. The hot water did wonders on his aching body. Stone stayed in there for an extra-long 
time, letting his mind wander. Jerry. He remembered meeting Jerry when they were just kids. He and Jeff had 


just parted ways with Steve and Mark and they teamed up with Andy. Jerry had just moved up from Tacoma 
and was hanging out with Layne. They were all just dumb kids trying to find themselves, trying to avoid getting 
real jobs as long as possible. And now, here they were. Two of the lucky ones. It felt reassuring and safe to 
Stone that it had been Jerry he just slept with in Paris thirty years after they had met. Because he wouldn't 
have done this with anyone else. He was reluctant to call it kismet. After all, no one knew where this was going. 
Was it just a fling? Not that there was anything wrong with it being a fling. That didn't mean that they didn't 
care for and value each other. It just meant there was no future in it. Which was fine, Stone thought. At 
fifty-three years old, what kind of future could he imagine for himself, anyway? Settling down? Getting 


domestic? Marriage? No, those days have long since passed. 


He took his time returning to the bedroom. Jerry had put on a pair of shorts and was clicking through the 
channels on the TV. Stone sat down on his side of the bed and started to reach for his book 


The television was turned off. Jerry said, "Come here." 

"I just showered. | can't go again. Maybe tomorrow." 

"Stone." 

"| mean it, Jerry." 

"I know. | just want ..| want to hold you." 

There was a softness in the blonde's voice that made Stone turn his head and look at Jerry. 


‘| like it" In that moment, Jerry looked and sounded just like that innocent boy Stone met thirty years ago. 
There was the purity and hopefulness that they all had back then being reflected in his beautiful blue eyes. 


He smiled and moved to curl up beside Jerry. "I do, too." Stone closed his eyes when those reassuring arms 
wrapped around him again. It wasn't settling down but it was safe and it was warm and it was everything Stone 
needed at the moment. He covered Jerry's hands and focused on how they felt as his fingers traced over 
them. Strong, capable hands, thick fingers adorned with those heavy silver rings Jerry always wore. His skin 
wasn't soft, it was weathered and wrinkled and his fingertips were hardened and callused. But there was a 
tenderness in them that Stone loved. He wondered if that had come naturally to Jerry or if it was something 
he had learned with age. He found himself saying, "I wish | would have known you like this when we were 


younger." 


